and npped them off the ground, knocking head over heels
the men who tried to hold on to their felt walls The
dunes turned into great fountains of sand Under a sky
of sulphur and slate, the wind bore along tents, stones
and bones The desert reared up with a roar Through the
sand-riddled air one could stare without blinking at the
sun, which had gone small and crimson, like a clot of
blood
The storm crossed the Great Wall and ravaged Pekin
Sand gritted under people's feet and between their teeth,
it stuck in their eyes, it mingled with their sahva It
daubed temples and banks, rickshaws and European hats,
with a dirty yellow
Through the midst of the storm Ungern's outposts ad-
vanced His horsemen seemed as numerous as the grains
of sand His squadrons plunged through the storm with
bands playing and all flags unfurled flags on which
Genghis Khan's badge neighboured the two-headed eagle
*Thc dust rises on the track,
The dust of the cream-coloured marc
A dark cloud xiscs
It is the good general whistling
The dust uses on the steppe,
The dust of the grey-blue horse
A fleecy cloud rises
It is the clever general whistling'
The army of sand submerged Korea, riddled the Sea
of Japan with arrows, wrecked steamers and junks,
drowned the islets, and fell upon the island of Hondo
At dawn it took possession of Kyoto At noon it entered
Tokio and Yokohama
*Thc dust rises in the north,
The dust of the cloud-blue horse
A streaky cloud rises
It is the lucky general whistling'
The conquering desert went on to attack the Pacific,
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